Is a tacit agreement that you should be silent about
jihat. We tip each other when a police drive is on, It
usually comes towards the end of a month when, we
believe, the constables must make up their quota of
arrests for the period. Twelve months ago the women
would say of me when I had gone: "She's a nice girl"
Now, I am sure, it would be: "She's a sweet kid/*
In their own way they are as much children as
their-clients, my fellow-prostitutes, with their conceit
and their graspingness and their simple judgments,
"You're wearing flat 'eels. Are you a Lesbian ?" one of
them asked me last week, They will spite out a stream of
abuse at a respectable woman who stares at them. Yet
they deliberately deck themselves out in clothes that
hall-mark them for what they are. Their three-inch-
heel patent shoes, their shiny stockings, their ankle
bracelets, their tiers of fox furs round the shoulders,
come close to being a uniform. Perhaps they know best.
/The men who prowl the 'Dilly are shrinking creatures,
many of them. They need their article to be labelled
if they are to have the courage to ask its price*
It isn't often I walk with one of the other girls.
Our ways of approach are different, and the men who
like us aren't the same. Five years ago I should have
been shocked to realize, as walking in couples makes O0e,
that the choice which picks one is the same kind of
choice that picks one chop rather than another on the
grill "No, I think I fancy your friend more,** Fve
heard my soliciting smile answered. tcl feel like a blonde
to-night." That couldn't shock me to-day. But it
still embarrasses me, in another girl's flat, to see her put
27$